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The light faded as the minutes went by; now
the corners were in dusk, the head of each bed
in shadow, the pillows shone. Now there was only
a ladder of light up the wall, it came to rest on the
unicorn and struck sparks of gold from his hooves
and touched his horn with creamy light.
Auntie stiffened in her chair, for someone was
coming, not Stephen, but someone with loose
shoes that clipper-cloppered up and down. She
heard a knock and going fearfully to peep through
the curtain, she saw a peon from Stephen's office,
a chit-book in his hand and his umbrella hooked
into the back of his collar*
"Auntee! Come here!" Rosa's voice was sharp
with fear. "Auntie, why has he sent me a note?
Why hasn't he come?''
"It is to say he has been kept, that is all," auntie
soothed her. "You must sign here/'
Rosa signed, trembling, in the book: "Rosa
Lemarchant," in her spiky tremulous writing.
"Take it. I can't open it," said Rosa, and
auntie unwillingly took the note, but her fingers
shook so that she could hardly open the envelope.
"What does it say? Why hasn't he come?"
Rosa's cheeks were white under her rouge, "Tell
me, auntie. Tell me,"
"I don't know what he means," said auntie in a
bewildered whisper. "When have you hidden a
cheque? When------"
"Give it to me," Rosa snatched the letter away.
"Auntee!" she cried, catching her breath, "Oh,
auntee," and began to whimper, "I don't know